"MARSE HENRY"

"Well, she led me a hard life, a hard life, but she
was the wife of my bosom, she was meine fraw!'3

I did not see the revised, or rather the newly-
created and written, Rip Van Winkle until Mr.
Jefferson brought it to America and was playing
it at Niblo's Garden in New York. Between him-
self and Dion Boucicault a drama carrying all the
possibilities, all the lights and shadows of his genius
had been constructed. In the first act he sang a
drinking song to a wing accompaniment delight-
fully, adding much to the tone and color of the sit-
uation. The exact reversal of the Lear suggestion
in the last act was an inspiration, his own and not
Boucicault's. The weird scene in the mountains
fell in admirably with a certain weird note in the
Jefferson genius, and supplied the needed element
of variety.

I always thought it a good acting play under
any circumstances, but, in his hands, matchless. He
thought himself that the piece, as a piece, and re-
gardless of his own acting, deserved better of the
critics than they were always willing to give it. As-
suredly, no drama that ever was written, as he
played it, ever took such a hold upon the public.
He rendered it to three generations, and to a rising,
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